offered half a hundred divinely inspired safeguards. It was
not peculiar to the nation or the time that the fears were
badly founded on a solid base of ignorance. The people of
England were afraid just then of the Pope, afraid of for-
eigners, afraid of royal favourites, afraid of new ideas.
From all of these, they believed, a truly English King
would protect them.

And so on this warm May evening, the mob yelled itself
hoarse in honor of the infant Prince. In the days that fol-
lowed, the joy grew less vociferous, for the flesh is weak,
but not less lyric. Atrocious verse dripped from the pens
of an hundred scribblers in streams of adulation and ser-
vility. Astrologers scanned the Heavens and elaborated
blissful prophecies around the circumstance that at one
o'clock in the afternoon, when the Prince was born, Venus
was in the ascendant and actually visible in broad daylight.
Stately compliments and expansive gifts came from for-
eign courts. English noblemen bought new clothes. In
every tavern men solemnly drank a toast: " The Prince of
Wales."